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Chapter 1: The Funny
Chapter Text
"Ashley!"

"Yeah?"

"What the fuck did you do?!"

"Ah... free, at last."

The floating, three-eyed ball of pure darkness spoke with a deep, echoey voice; how it did so was entirely a mystery due to it not having a mouth. Or a nose. Or literally anything besides eyes. As it spoke, it turned towards the Graves siblings, staring with a mix of relief and disappointment.

"Child of tar... my gratitude upon thee for my freedom. However, the blood of too few stains thy hands. I must admit, I expected better. Thy punishment is at hand; old foes will encroach upon that which you love most. Prepare thyself."

With no further warning as to what exactly it meant, the sphere disappeared in a puff of smoke. At the same time, every candle in the room extinguished, leaving the basement illuminated only by the ambient red glow of a summoning circle on the ground. Turning to his sister, Andrew grit his teeth in an attempt to prevent himself from decking her right in the face.

"Let me repeat myself: What. The fuck. Did you do."

Ashley chuckled nervously and rubbed the back of her neck, her bright pink eyes darting to the side to avoid her brother's piercing stare. 

"Aha.. I maaay or may nooot have, uhm.. beentrickedintoreleasingademon?"

The man of the house (granted, he was the only man in the house, but still) gave a skeptical eye brow raise, crossing his arms. 

"Wh- how? Ashley, how the hell did you, arguably the best gaslighter on the planet- and don't you DARE take that as a compliment- get tricked?"

She pursed her lips, noting that his current hostility was far different from how he usually acted towards her. He seemed genuinely angry, and a very, very small part of the cannibal woman did not like it at all.

"Weeeeeell! Lord Unknown said that if I 'gave him a soul, diamond of heart and pure of mind' he'd give me ultimate power~! And, uhm. I don't exactly feel very all-powerful right n-"

A hand was slapped over her mouth, as Andrew shut her up to speak. His eyes narrowed in suspicion, and he leaned in very close.

"Who exactly did you sacrifice..?"

Ashley pointed to the slumped-over body in the corner, of which still had a bag over their head. Andrew calmly turned around to see, but that calm instantaneously switched to panic as he noticed the arm warmers on them. 'Diamond of heart and pure of mind,' he thought.

"No. No no no. NonononoNONO-"

He rushed over to the body and crouched down, tearing the bag off their head to reveal a soul-crushing sight. His former girlfriend, Julia, the light drained from her usually bright and cheery eyes. Unlike everyone they'd 'fed' to the demon, her soulless body wasn't even breathing; she was gone already. Andrew's rising fury didn't even let him see the tears that stained the passed woman's soft cheeks. He stood up as his hands balled into fists, his rage reaching boiling point.

"Ashley."

"Oh, lighten up, Andy~! That floozy was gonna get i-"

She was silenced again by her brother's hand; this time, in the form of a right hook directly to the jaw. Ashley spun as she was knocked to the ground, crying out weakly in pain before gasping in fear as she was seized by the throat and viciously slammed against the hard concrete of the basement wall, definitely giving her some form of a concussion. Andrew's grip was tight enough to choke her, but unlike the last time he had done so, he was very well in a position to kill her outright.

"WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU, YOU PSYCHO BITCH?!"

Ashley squirmed in his death grip, her hands slapping and tugging at his wrists as she tried to get free. In her twisted mind, she wasn't sure why he was so angry; after all, she'd gotten rid of the one thing that could ever get in the way of their love! Why would he hate her for that?

As suddenly as she'd been attacked, she was dropped onto the cold floor, her blackening vision surging back to her as she desperately gasped for air. Bowed at her brother's feet, she looked up at him with an expression neither of them were sure she'd expressed before: fear.

"Ashley... I was fine with killing our parents, and even eating them too. I was fine with trapping that girl in a box while she died from an asthma attack. What I am NOT okay with, however, is you killing the ONE OTHER PERSON I STILL had a positive relationship with, not to mention BEHIND MY BACK."

"B- But Andyyyy, she would have gotten in the wayyyy! Besides, she doesn't matter to you anymore, you've got your lil' sis here~!

"If I could go back and change it, i'd have chosen her over you."

Ashley's eyes went wide, and she had to wait a few seconds to process his words before screaming at him.

"YOU BACKPEDALING FUCK OF A BROTHER! YOU CHOSE ME! YOU DID, YOU FUCKING DID!!"

"Then apparently I chose wrong. Go fuck yourself, Ashley, you can clean up the body yourself.

And with an almost chilling uncaringness, he turned away from his sister and strolled up the basement stairs; he didn't even slam the door shut. All that was left down there was a loudly sobbing Ashley, and a small yellow flame where Julia's body had been just moments ago.

 

Meanwhile, in a frozen forest . . .

 

"Ugh, fuck, my head... so that's what it feels like to get eaten. Not like I needed more things to keep me up."

Ms. Rosalina Graves sat up from the snow-covered ground, dusting herself off before aggressively rubbing her eyes. Looking around with a stunningly uncaring attitude, she stretched her arms and stood up. The trees up ahead rather too perfectly outlined a path, and with really no other option than sit here somehow not freezing her ass off despite it clearly being below zero, she started to walk. And walk, and walk, and walk walk walk. She didn't notice her legs hadn't grown tired at all, nor that the air seemed to be warming slightly. What she did notice, however, was the snap of a twig behind her; she spun around in record time, turning to glare at... a somewhat tall, yellow-eyed girl whose hair covered half her face. The most outstanding feature? The pair of full length arm warmers she wore. The description matched what Andrew had told her his girlfriend looked like (of course, before his sister became his girlfriend)...

"...Julia? Julia Lamb, is that you?"